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238           MARRIAGE A LA MODE

Enter PALAMEDE, in riding habit^ anil hears the song.
Re-enter DORALICE and BELIZA,

Bel Madam, a stranger.

Dor. I did not think to have had witnesses of my
bad singing.

Pala. If I have erred, madam, I hope you'll pardon
the curiosity of a stranger ; for I may well call myself
so, after five years' absence from the court : but you
have freed me from one error.

Dor. What's that, I beseech you ?

Pala. I thought good voices, and ill faces, had been
inseparable; and that to be fair, and sing well, had
\ ] been only the privilege of angels.

Dor. And how many more of these fine things can
you say to me ?

Pala. Very few, madam ; for if I should continue to
see you some hours longer, you look so killingly, that I
should be mute with wonder.

Dor. This will not give you the reputation of a wit
with me. You travelling monsieurs live upon the stock
you have got abroad, for the first day or two : to repeat
with a good memory, and apply with a good grace, is all
your wit; and, commonly, your gullets are sewed up,
like cormorants. When you have regorged what you
have taken in, you are the leanest things in nature.

Pala. Then, madam, I think you had best make that
use of me; let me wait on you for two or three days
together, and you shall hear all I have learnt of extra-
ordinary in other countries; and one thing which I
never saw 'till J came home, that is, a lady of a better
voice, better face, and better wit, than any I have seen
abroad. And, after this, if I should not declare myself
most passionately in love with you, I should have less
wit than yet you think I have.

Dor. A very plain, and pithy declaration, I see, sir,
you have been travelling in Spain or Italy, or some of